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Violets to Greet You. 

THESE little flowers, that in the shadow grow, 

Half hidden by the green leaves 

round them springing, 
Although they hold their pretty heads so low, 

Are just the flowers my message to be bringing. 

Sweet violets, whose fragrance is the first 
In garden and in woodland wild awaking, 

Before the birds their new songs have rehearsed, 
Before the green trees into leaf are breaking — 

They speak my wish for you— a fragrant year, 
By hope and happy promise sweetly scented : 

And ever, ever when the skies are drear, 

The perfume of a heart with life contented. 

No soft prayer, no stately measured phrase, 

Sonorous words of grandeur 

here shall meet you : 
A simple wish that grew in happy ways 

Is all I send — Sweet violets to greet you. 

Clifton Lingham. 



Where Violets Grow. 

STILL the scent of purple violets 
Comes as homely and as sweet 

As when first they made a carpet 
For my happy childish feet. 

These were mine to watch and gather, 
Lie and dream in, as might be ; 

For no other seemed to claim them — 
Only heaven, the birds, and me. 

Finer flowers might come and vanish, 
One by one, the seasons through, 

But of ever-faithful violets 
I could always find a few. 

* 

Or if now and then I sought them 

All in vain amid the green, 
There would live a ling'ring perfume 

In the leaves where they had been, 

Ellis Walton. 
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Violets. 
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DEEP within a 

shady dell 

Violets were hiding. 

Take them, now, and let them tell 

Of friendship 

all abiding. 

So may joys shine 

Jy| fcrth to-day, 

jL~\ , Shedding 

fragrance 
r on your way ! 

Ellis Walton. 
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Violets Wild and Blue. 

jfHEY are here, tho' scarce the sleet 
Hath ceased to fall o'er dale and hill; 

Wild violets, too, as pure and sweet 
As ever grew by Summer rill. 

With Spring's own fragrance in their breath, 
And Summer's beauty in their forms, 

And bright as tho' their verdant leaves 
Had never felt the wintry storms. 

I cherish, too, a grateful thought : 

Our Father might have heard my prayer, 
And sent a breeze with sunshine fraught, 

Wafting to earth these blossoms fair. 

H . Stockall. 
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Autumn Violets. 

1 HESE were not born when winds of March 

Set free the prisoned year, 
Nor on them fell from heaven's blue arch 

One balmy April tear. 
No May bird sang their birthday lay ; 

Their sister primrose lies 
Asleep beneath the hawthorn spray, 

Till Spring-time bids her rise. 

I marvel much the falling year, 

Now worn and past his prime, 
Could bring the earth such gems to wear 

In her sad Autumn-time. 
It shows how rich and full the powers 

Of life and bloom must be 
When Spring's delightful scented flowers 

On Autumn's breast we see. 



But speak they not of deeper things 

In whispers to the heart? 
How love, that blessed life's early Springs, 

In Autumn hath its part? 
They show how rich and full the powers 

Of loving hearts must be ; 
How readily in life's dark hours 

Love blossoms bright and free. 

They show, when Spring-tide hopes are fled, 

When Summer joy is gone ; 
When pleasure's wreaths are torn and dead, 

And Winter days come en ; 
When life grows hard with strife and care, 

Or keen with vain regrets ; — 
They show love yet has flowers to spare, 

His Autumn violets. 

H. Stockall. 




LUE skies smile ; and flowers 
bloom on, 
And rivers still keep flowing — 
The dear God still His rain 
and sun 
On good and ill bestowing. 
His pine-trees whisper, 

" Trust and wait," 
His flowers are prophesying 
That all we dread of change 
or fall 
His love is underlying. 

Il'hittier. 
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Wayside Flowers. 

nLUCK not the wayside flower! 

It is the traveller's dower ; 
A thousand passers-by 
Its beauties may espy, 

May win a touch of blessing 

From Nature's mild caressing. 
The sad of heart perceives 
A violet under leaves 

Like some fresh-budding hope. 

The primrose on the slope 

A spot of sunshine dwells, 
And cheerful message tells 

Of kind renewing power. 

The nodding bluebell's dye 
Is drawn from happy sky. 

Then spare the wayside flower! 

It is the traveller's dower. 







^WEET violet, that out of view, 

Through snow, and sleet, and shower, 

Has kept a speck of heavenly blue 
To bless this vernal hour — 



Oh, could we learn thy gentle art, 
When trouble clouds our skies 

To cherish in our secret heart 
A hope that never dies 1 




The Violet. 

I LOVE all things the seasons bring. 
All buds that open, birds that sing, 

All hues from white to jet ; 
All the sweet words the Summer sends 
When she recalls her flowery friends, 

But chief — the violet. 

I love — how much I love ! — the rose, 
On whose soft lips the south wind blows, 

In pretty amorous threat ; 
The lily, paler than the moon, 
The odorous wondrous world of June, 

Yet more the violet. 

She comes, the first, the fairest thing, 
That heaven upon the earth doth fling, 

Ere Winter's star has set; 
She dwells behind her leafy screen 
And gives, as angels give, unseen, 

So, love the violet. 




"Violets, shy violets i 

How many hearts with thee compare, 
Who hide themselves in thickest green, 
And thence unseen 
Ravish the enraptured air 
With sweetness, dewy, fresh and rare ! 






Violets, shy violets I 
Human hearts to me shall be 
Viewless violets in the grass, 

And as I pass, 

Odour and sweet imagery 
Will wait on mine and gladden me. 

George Meredith. 




In the Wood. 

Jn the woods where shadows are deepest 
From the branches overhead, 

Where the wild wood-strawberries cluster 
And the softest moss is spread, 

I met to-day with a fairy, 

And I followed her where she led. 

And I stood in a strange enchantment — 

1 had known it all before ; 
In my heart of hearts was the magic 

Of days that will come no more, 
The magic of joy departed, 

That time can never restore, 

That never, ah, never, never, 

Never again can be — 
Shall I tell you what powerful fairy 

Built up this palace for me ? 
It was only a little white violet 

1 found at the root of the tree. 

A. A. Procter, 




Yy HAT modest thoughts the violet teaches, 
What gracious boons the violet preaches, 

Bright maiden, ne'er forget ! 
But learn, and love, and so depart, 
And sing thou with thy wiser heart, 

" Long live the violet ! " 




